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" #tolen from time to time ard spirited
~ o8 in the dead of night, and doubtless
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WHO DIED WITHOUT A NAME.

How brief the stay, as beautiful as fleeting,
The time that baby came with us to
dwell;

Just long enough to give a happy greeting,
Just long enough to bid us all farewell.
Death travels down the thickly settled

highway,
At shining marks they =say he loves %0

aim;
How did be find far down our lone bywzy,
Our little girl! who died without a name?

We do not know the fond endearment
spoken

To which she listened when she fell
asleep,

And so beside a column that was broken
We laid her 10 her slumber, calm and
deep:;
We traced upon the stone with loving fin-
gers
These simple words, affection’s tesrs to
claim:
“In dreams beyond all earthly sorrow Nn-
gers
Our little girl who died without 2 name.”

She sleeps serene where fragrant mossy

willows
In sweet and wordless tunes forever
wave;
MWhere summer seas, in long and jadeless
billows,

Breakintobloom around her lonely grave.
In memory’s hall how many heroes slum-
ber!
We trace their deeds upon the scroll of
fame!
% treasure far above the mighty number
Our little girl who died without & name.
—Alonzo Leora Rice, in Boston Transeript.
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A stirring  swory of
Artty Life ITn The Philippines
{Copyright, 1895, by F. Tennyson Neely.]

CHAPTER 1V.

The review that morning had drawn
& crowd to the drill grounds that
baffled the efforts of the guards. Car-
riages from camps and carriages from
town, carts from the suburbs, eques-
trians from the parks and pedestrians
from everywhere had gradually en-
croached within kicking distance of the
heels of the cavalry escorting the gen-
eral commanding the department, and
that official noted with unerring eye
that the populace was coming up on his
flanks, so to speak,at the moment when
the etiquette of the service required
that be should be gazing only to hisim-
mediate front and responding to the sa-
Jutes of the marching column. Back of
him, ranged in long, single rank, was
drawn up what the newspapers unani-
mously described as a “brilliant™ stafl,
despite the fact that all were in som-
ber campaign uniform and several had
never been so rated before. In their
pear, in turn, was the line of mounted
orderlies and farther still the silent
rank of the escorting troop. Sentries
Bad been posted to keep the throng at
proper distance, but double their foree
eould have accomplished nothing—the
omniscient corporal couid not help
them, and after asking one or two stray
officers what they would doa the
sentries gave way crowd
swarmed in. It was just as the head of

out it,

and the

the long tramping column came op-
posite the reviewing poini, and the

brigade commander and his staff, turn-
ing out after saluting, found their al-
Jotted station on the right of ike review-
ing party completely taken up by the
mass of eager spectators. .\ minute or
s0 was required before the
eould be remegdied, for just as the offi-
cers and orderiies were encdeavoring to
induce the populace to give way — a
thing the American always resists with
a gay good humor thsit is peculiarly his
own—a nervous hack driver on the out-
«kirts backed his bulky trap with unex-
pected force, and penned between it and
the wheels of 2 newly-arrived and mueh
more presentable equ.page a fair eques-
trian who shricked with fright
clung to bo~ pommel as her excited
“mount”™ las.ed eut with his heels and
made splinters of the hack’s rearmost
spokes and felloes. Down went the
back on its axle point. OQut sprang a tall
officer from the open carriage, and ina
second, it seemed. transferred the panic-
stricken horsewomaun from the seismat-
ic saddle to the safety of his own seat,
and the ministrations of the two young
women and the gray-haired civilian
wvho were the latest arrivals. Thisdone,
and after one quick glance at the lady's
helpless escort, a young ofiicer ifrom the
Presidio. he shoulaered his way through
the crowd ard stood, presentiy, on its
mner edge, an unperturbed and most
interesied spectator. Dattalion after
Sattalion, in heavy marching order, in
the dark blue service dress, with cam-
gaign hats and Jeggins, with ranks well
closed and long.

trouble

and

well-aligned fronts,

svith accurate trace of the guides and |
. |

scell-judged distance, the great regi-
maents came striding dewn the gentle
slope, conscious, every ofticer and man,
3f the admiration they comm:
Armstrong, himself commander of a
ine regiment of volunteers in anocther
drigade, looked upon them with a sol-
fier's eye, and looked approvingly.
#hen, as the rearmost company passed
ghe reviewing point and
fwo stars on each shoulder extended
iheir congratulations to the reviewed
gommander with one, Armstrong also
yade his way among the mounted offi-
#ore in bhis calm, deliberate fashion,
deedless of threatening heels ard
growding forebands, until he, too, could
say his word of cordial greeting. He
$ad to wait a few minutes, for the gen-
sral officers were grouped and talking
sarnestly. He heard a few words and
knew well enocugh what was meant—
ihat quantities of stores intended for

1tiemen with

“#ke soldiers, even dzinties contributed

been

5y dbe Red Cross society, fad

town for the begefit of g pack
swn scoundrels enlisted for no
v . In his own regimest
?w been 50 strict that mo.
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loss was dwﬂbﬁ. but il_t1 _cerwam
others the deficit was great. Com-
plaints were loud, and the eamp com-
mander, stung possibly by comments
from the city, had urged his officers to
unusual effort, and had promised pur-
ishment to the extent of the law on the
guilty parties whenever or wherever
found.

Even as he was exchanging a word
with the brigadier, Armstrong heard
the exclamation: “By Jove—they 've
caught another!™ for with a grim smile
of gratification the camp commander
had read and turned over to his adju-
tant general a brief dispatch just kand-
ed him by a mounted orderly who had
galloped fast.

“One of your irreproachables, Arm-
strong,” said one of the staff, with
something half sneer, half taunt, as he
too read and then passed the paper to
the judge advocate of the division.

Armstrong turned with his usual de-
liberation. There was ever about him
a quiet dignity of manner that was the
delight of his friends and despair of his
foes.

*What is his name ?”" he calmly asked.

“That young fellow at Canker’s head-
quarters you took so much interest in
a day or so ago,” was the reply.

“That does not give his name—nor
identify him as one of my men,” said
Armstrong, coolly.

“Oh, well, I didn’t say he belonged to
your command,” was the staff officer’s
response. “You devoted a good deal
of time to him, that's all. Possibly you
suspected him.”

“If you mean the young soldier in
Gordon’s office, —teenth infantry, 1
would be slow to suspect him of any
crime,” said Armstrong, with some-
thing almost like a drawl, so slow and
deliberate was his manner, and now the
steel gray eyes and the fair, clear-cut
face were turned straight upon the
snapping black eyes and dark features
of the other. There was no love lost
there. One could tell without so much
as seeing.

“You're off, then! That commissary
sergeant gave him away the very even-
ing you were looking him over—he got
wind of it and skipped, and to-day came
back in handecuffs.”

*All of which may be as you say, and
still not warrant your reference to him
as one of my irreproachables,” an-
swered Armstrong, “and it will take
more than the evidence you refer to
to make me believe him guilty.”

Py this time much of the crowd and
most of the vehicles had driven away.
The generals still sat in saddles chat-
ting earnestly together, while their
staff officers listened in some impa-
ed. Everybody knew the fault was not
Armstrong’s, but it was jarring to have
to sit and hearken to the controversy.
“Don’t ever twit or try funny business
with Armstrong,” once said a regi-
mental sage. He had no sense of hu-
mor—of that kind. Those who best
knew him knew that Armstrong never
tolerated unjust accusations, great or
small. In his desire to say an irritat-
ing thing to a man he both envied and
respected, the staff officer had not con-
fined himself to the facts, and it proved
a boomerang. It was true that
days before, calling at Gordon's official
| tent other officers were
present at an investigation then going
on, Armstrong was seen to be greatly
interested in the appearance and testi-
mony of Gordon’s young, dark-eved
{ clerk, and after the conference asked
many questions about and finally asked
to speak with him. Then young Mor-
ton was again missing when he was
wanted, and the next heard of him he
was either absent without leave—or a
deserter.

And now once again Armstrong's
eyes had lighted on that boy. Seated
opposite Miss Lawrence as the carriage
whirled across Point Lobos avenue. and
watching her unobtrusively, he saw the
sudden light of alarm and excitement
| in her expressive face, heard the faint

exclamation as her gloved hand grasped
| the rail of the seat, felt the quick sway
of the vehicle as the horses shied in
fright at some object beyond his vision
Then as they dashed on he had seen
the running guard and. just vanishing
within the portals of the corner build-
ing, the slim figure of the escaping pris-

two

while several

oner. He saw the quivering hands
tearing at their fastenings. He knew

he had seen that figure before now.
He turned to the driver and bade him
stop a minute, but it took 50 yvards of
effort before the spirited herses could
be calmed and brought to a halt at the
curb. To the startled inquiries of Mr.
Prime and his daughter as to the cause
of the excitement and the running and
shouting he answered simply: *“A pris-
! oner escaped, I think.” and sent a pass-
ing corporal to inquire the result. The
man came back in a minute.

“They got him easy, sir. He had no
show. His bands were tied behind his
back and he couldn’t elimb,” was the

| brief report.

“They have not hurt him, I hope,”
said Armsirong.

“*No, sir. He hurt them—one of "em,
| at Jeast, before he'd surrender when
| they nabbed him in town. This time he
submitted all right—said he only ranin
for a glass of beer. and was laughing-
like when I got there.”

“Very well. That'lldo. Goon, driver.
We haven’t a minute to lose if we are to
see the review,” he continued, as he
stepped lightly to kis seat. *“I saw
nothing of this affair,” said Miss Prime.
“What was it all about ?”

“XNor could I see,” added her father.
“I heard shouts and after we passed saw
the guard, but no fugitive.”

“It is just as well—indeed, I'm glad
you didn't, uncle,” answered Miss Law-
rence, turning even as she spoke and
gazing wistfully back. “He looked so
Young, and seemed so desperate, and
had such 2—1{ don’t know—hunted look.
on his. face— poor fellow.”

And then the carriage reached the en-
‘rance tu the reservation and the sub-
ject, and the second object of Miss Law-
rence’s sympathies evoked that day,
‘were for the time lwgoﬂc.n. Possibly

Mrs.
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tience to the conversation just record- |

8
mb'nlg. for nardiy had
the bend in the road 1 y
in full view, from the left, o
flank, of the long line of masses in
whicit' the 'brigade was formed, than
there came cantering up to them, all
gay good humor, all smiles and saucy
coquetry, their hostess of the evening at
the general’s tent. She was mounted on
a sorry-looking horse, but the “habit”
was a triumph of art, and it wellbgcame
her petite, rounded figure.

No one who really analyzed Mrs.
Frank Garrison’s features could say
that she was a pretty woman. No one
who looked merely at the general effect
when she was out for conquest could
dény it. Col. Armstrong, placidly ob-
servant as usual, was quick to note the
glances that shot between the cousins
on the rear seat as the little lady came
blithely alongside. He knew her, and
saw that they were beginning to be as
wise as he, for the smiles with which
they greeted her were but wintry re-
flections of those that beamed upon her
radiant face. Prime, paterfamilias,
bent cordially ferward in welcome, but
her quick eyes had recognized the
fourth occupant by this time, and there
was a little less of assurance in her
manner from that instant.

“How perfectly delicious!” she eried.
“I feared from what you said yesterday
you weren't coming, and so I never or-
dered the carriage, but came out in sad-
dle—I can’t stay on horseback with
such a wreck as this, but every decent
horse in the Presidio had to go out with
the generals and staffs, you know, and
I had to take what I could get—both
horse and escort,” she added, in a confi-
dential tone. “Oh!—May I present Mr.
Ellis? He knows you all by name al-
ready.” (The youth in attendance and
a McClellan tree two sizes too big for
him, lifted his cap and strove to smile;
he had ridden nothing harder than a
park back before that day). “Frank
says I talk of nothing else. But where's
Mr. Gray? Surely I thought he would
be with you.” This for Armstrong’s
benefit in case he were in the least in-
terested in either damsel.

“Mr. Gray was detained by some du-
ties in camp,” explained Miss Prime,
with justa trace of reserve that was lost
upon neither their new companion nor
the colonel. It settled a matter the
placid officer was revolving in his mind.

“Pardon us, Mrs. Garrison,” he said,
briefly. “We must hurry. Go on,
driver.”

“Oh, T can keep up,” was the indomit-
able answer, “even on this ereature.”
And Mrs. Garrison proved her words by
whipping her steed into a lunging can-
ter, and, sitting him admirably, rode

“We will drive you home at once.”

gallantly alongside, and just where Mr.
Prime could not but see and admire,
since Col. Armstrong would not look
at all. He had entered into an explana-
tion of the ceremony by that time well
under way, and Miss Lawrence’s great
soft brown eyes were fixed upon him
attentively when, perhaps, she should
have been gazing at the maneuvers.
Like those latter, possibly, her thoughts
were changing direction.

Not ten minutes later occurred the
collision between the hack and the
heels that resulted in the demolition of
one and “‘demoralization™ of the rider
of the victor. While the latter was led
away by the obedient Mr. Ellis lest the
sight of him should bring on another
nervous attack, Mrs. Garrison was suf-
fering herself to be comforted. Her
nerves were gone, but she had not lost
her head. Lots of Presidio dames and |
damsels were up on the heights that
day in such vehicles as the post afford-
ed. None appeared in anything so
stylish and elegant as the carriage of
the Prime party. She was a new and
comparative stranger there, and it
would vastly enhance her social
prestige, she argued, to be seen in such
“swell” surroundings. With a little
tact and management she might even
arrange matters so that, willy nilly, her
friends would drive her thither instead
of taking Col. Armstrong back to
camp. That would be a stroke worth
playing, She owed Stanley Armstrong
a bittergrudge. and had nursed it long.
She had known him ten years and hated
him nine of them. Where they met and
when it really matters not. In the army
people meet and part in a hundred
places when they never expected 1o
meet dgain. She had married Frank
Garrison in a hand gallop, said the gar-
rison chronicles, “before she had known
him two months,” said the men, “before
he knew her at all,” said the women.
She was four years his senior, if the
chaplain could be believed, and five
months his junior if she could. What-
ever might have been the discrepancy
in their ages at the time of the cere-
mony no one would suspect the truth
who saw them now. It was he who
looked aged and careworn and
harassed, and she who preseried-her
Yyouthful bloom and vivacity. =~

And now, as she reclined as though
still too weak and shaken to leave the
carriage and return tosaldle, her quick
wits were planning the scheme that
shouid result in-her retaining, ard his
losing, the coveted seat. There was lit-
tle time to lose. Most of the crowd had
scattered, and she well knew that he
“as only waiting for her to
fore bhe would m¢

sturn. l

[shn hastened to take a back seat, and a

|dad?

Garrison; you must have been terribly
chaken.” She recognized at once the
wife and daughter of a prominent offi-
e of the post.

“Oh, how kind youare;” she cried. “I
was hoping some one would come. In-
deed, T did get a little wrench.” And
then, as she moved, with a sudden gasp-
of -pain, she clasped Miss Lawrenee's
extended hand.

“Indeed, you must not move, Mrs,

jarrison,” said that young lady. “We
will drive yon home at once.”, Miss
Prime and her father were adding their
pleas. She looked up, smiling faintly.

“T fear'I must trouble 'you,”  she
faltered. “Oh, how stupid of me! But’
about Stanley Armstrong—I haven’t
even thanked him. Ah, well—he knows.
We've been—such good friends for
years—dear old fellow!™
[To Be Continued.]

HONORING HER SON.

The Mother of Robert Lounis Steven-
son at a Memorial Meeting in
Edinbuargh,

Perhaps the first person to believe
in the genius of Robert Louis Stevenson
was his mother. She was devotedly at-
tached to him throughout his life and
realized his value to the world long
before the world gave him a hearing.
It was her lot to live to mourn his
death, but she was comforted in her
trouble by the sympathy of two na-
tions.

Some time after his death a great
memorial meeting was held in Edin-
burgh. For his mother, says the author
of “Stevenson’s Fdinburgh Days,” it
was a gala day. She started for Music
hall not too early, feeling sure of a
seat with a “reserved ticket” in her
hand. She had declined to sit on the
platform and preferred to be 2 simple
unit in the audiexcs.

The crowd was beyond expectationa
Mrs. Stevenson arrived to find every
passage blocked and a surging mass at
the main entrance clamoring for ad-
mittance.

She feared that she, with them,
would be turned away; but as a forlorn
hope she appealed to a policeman.

“It’s nae use, it’s fu’,” he said; “re
serve seats were ta'en an hour ago by
folks that had nae tickets, and they
would na gang out.”
“I must get in!” eried Mrs Steven
son, roused out of her usual ealin. “I've
a right to get in. I am Robert Louis
Stevenson’s mother.”

“Aye, you've the best right,” the po-
liceman replied, and turning to tie
crowd he cried:

“Mak’ way, there. She maun get in
She’s Roabert Louis’ mither.”

People who had thought themselves
packed too tightly to move, somehow
packed closer and let Mrs. Stevenson
squeeze past.

Breathless, hustled, and for once
with her mantle and bonnet a little
awry, much against her will the erowd
‘pushed her to the platform. There

few minutes later she heard the orator
of the day. Lord Rosebery, say with an
emphasis which the audience under-
stood well: “His mother is here.”—
Youth’s Companion.

IRISH SUPERSTITIONS.

Story of a Stone That Was Believed
to Possess a Pernicions
Power,

On Inishkea a particular family
handed down from father to son a stone
called the Ne-ogue (probably part of
some image), with which the owners
used to make the weather to their lik-
ing. One day a party of tourists vis-
ited Inishkea. heard of the Ne-ogue,
saw it and wrote about it in the papers.
The priest in whose parish Inishkea
lay either had not known of this sur-
vival of paganism or thought that no
one else knew of it, but when the
thing was made public he decided te
act. So he visited the island, took the
Ne-ogue and broke it up into tiny frag-
ments and scattered them to the four
winds. The priest was sacrosanct, but
the islanders vowed vengeance and an
unforturate man of science who had
lived some time among them was
pitched upon as certainly the person
who had made the story public. This
man after some time returned to com-
plete his investigations at Inishkea
and was warned of danger; but he
laughed at the idea, and said the people
were his very good friends, as indeed
they had been. However, he was hard-
ly out of the boat before they fell upon
him and beat him so that he never com-
pletely recovered—indeed, died in con-
sequence of his injuries some years
later.

Probably a like fate would befall
anyone who touched the cursing stone
on Tory, which was “turned on” the
Wasp gunboat after she brought a
posse ~f bailiffs there to levy county
cess; and, as every one knows, the
Wasp ran on Tory and lost every soul
on board. Only the other day I heard
that a fish buyer stationed there dis-
pleased the people; the owner of the
stone “turned it on him,” and a month»
after the buver’s wife committed sui
cide.—Blackwood’s Magazine.

Vrin Regrets.

Reginald O'Rafferty—Since T learned
to love youse, Angelina, I almost wish?
I’1 never learnt ter smoke. ‘It takes se
much money ter satisfy me cravin’ fer
cigarettes dat I'm ’fraid I'll never save
ernuff ter git married.—N. Y. Journal.

- Not Worrying.
‘Mamma—Don’t eat any more candy,
Johrrny. You won’t be able to eat any
dinner.

Johnny—You ought to know more
about my appétite than thas, mamma.
—Brookiyn Life.

A New Definition.
Freddie—What's .a laughiag-stock,

e |

Been Enacted Inte Law By the
| House and Senate.

Washington, March 17.—The text of
the Porto Rican bill passed by the
senate is as follows:

“Beé it enacted, etc. That the suin
of .$2,095,455, being the amouut of
customs revenue received on impor-
tations by the Uaited States frowm
Porto Rico since the evacuation of
Porto Rieo by the Spanish forces on
the 18th of Oectober, 1898, to the 1st
of Januwary, 1900, shall be placed at
theé disposal aof the president, to be
used for the government now exist-
ing and which may hereafter be es-
tablished in Porto Rico, and for pub
lic education, public works and other
governmental and public purposes
therein, and the said sum, or so much
thereof as may be necessary, is
hereby appropriated for the purposes
herein specified, out of any moneys
in the treasury not otherwise appro-
priated.”

GENERAL WAR BOARD.

The Secretary of the Navy Decides
to Appoint One to Consider Plauns
of Campaign in Case of War.

Washington, March 17.—The secre-
tary of the navy has defermined to
appoint a general board to meet
once a month and consider general
plans of campaign to be used in case
of war. This the outgrowth of studies
which Capt. H. C. Taylor has been
pursuing in years past at the naval
war college. The plans will corre-
spond somewhat with the strategic
board, which was in existence during
the Spanish-Ameriean war, and it is
intended to meet the demands of the
wmodern theories of preparedness for
wiar. Adm. Dewey is to be at the head
of the board, on which also probably
will be the chief of the bureau. of
navigation and representatives of the
war college and the oflice of naval in-
telligenee.

FEAR OUR COMPETITION. 1

German Agricultural Implement
Makers Alurmed Over American
Exhibits at the Exposition.

Washington, March 17.—Frank G
Masen, consul general at Berlin, re-
ports to the state department that
“the Central Union of German Indus-
trials” has taken forestall
the American exhibitors of agricul-
tural machinery at Paris in their pur-
pose to hold a special exhibition at
Moscow at the close of the Paris ex-
position. The German association of
agricultural implement manufactur-
ers has sent out circulars to all man-
ufacturers pointing out the serious
danger which is threatened by the

steps to

American exhibition to the present
large and important German trade

in agricultural implements in Russia.
Mr. Mason says that the German expo-
sition will open four or five months
in advance of the American expo-
sition.

MINTS WILL BE BUSY.

Twenty Million Dellars is to Be
Added to the Stock of Sub-
sidiary Coin.

Washington, March 17.—The mints
of the United States will be busy for
some time to come in undertaking tc
carry out the provision of the aet
that has just become law and that
permits the secretary of the treasury
<0 add $20,000,000 to the stock of sal.
sidiary coinage. The authority to coin
silver of the smaller denominations
has been obtained specifically from
time to time, but has been restricted
to small amounts, the supporters of
the free coinage of silver having sys-
tematically resisted the increase of
the supply of minor silver.

ADDING TO OUR NAVY.

The House Committee Decides on
the Number of New Warships—
No New Gunboats.

Washington, March 17.—The house
committee ocn naval affairs has reach-
ed a definite and final decision as to
the number of warships to be anthor-
ized in the forthcoming naval appro- |
priation bill as follows: Two seagoing
coast-line battle ships, of about 13.-
600 tons each, to cost approximately
$3,600,000 each; three armored ecruis-
ers of the highest practical speed and
most powerful armor and armament,
Lo cost approximately $4,000,000 ezch;
three protected cruisers, to cost about
$1,141,000 each. It was determined
not to provide any gunboats.

Right to Send a War Vessel,

Berlin, March 17.—Referriug to the
attacks on American missionaries in
China, and to the orders issued by the
United States to Adm. Watson to
send a warship to Taku to look after
the interest of the missionaries, a
high official of the German foreign
office said: “Germany does not claim
authority over the entire Shantung
peninsula, and the United States has
a perfect right to send a ship there
for the protection of American eiti-
zens.”

Heavy Snow in Texas.

Dallas, Tex., March 17.—The heavi-
ast snow storm in many years is now
falling over North Texas., Oklahoma
ind Indian Territory. Many places
report six inches of snow, and much
suffering of live stock is expected ow-
ng to the lateness of the season.

Miners Given an Advance. ¥
Greensburg, Pa., March 17.—Miners
smployed at the works of Coulter &
Huff in this loecality will be given an
wdvance of 10 per cent. om April 1.
There will be about 5,000

Spring Huinors
of the Blood

Come to a certain percentage of all the
people. Probably 75 per cent. of these
people are cured every year by Hood's
Sarsaparilla, and we hope by this ad-
vertisement to get the other 23 per
cent. to-take Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I:
has made more peeple well, effected
more wonderful cures than any other
medicine in the world. Its strength
as a blood purifier is demonstrated by
its marvelous cures of

Sorofula Salt Rheum
Scald Head Boils, Pimpies
All kinds of Humor Psoriasis
Blood Poisoning Rheumatism
Catarrh Malaria, Eto.

All of which are prevalent at this sea-
son.

You need Hood's Sarsaparilla now.
It will do you wonderful good.

Hood’s
Sarsaparilla

Is America’s Greatest Blood Medicine

" MOTIVES MISUNDERSTOOD.
How the Uproarious Hoslery of o

Swell Young Man Struck a
Hotel Clerk.

There is a young business man who has
more hosiery than he knows what to do
with. He was quite recently on a business
trip, and happened to stop for a couple of
days in Phi?ade! hia. He wanted to get
some advertising, but he was not fixed to pay
for it, and he had read about the “king of
the dudes” and other freaks who manage to
get some brief notoriety because of their
antics. He had ten dollars to spare on a
scheme, and he accordingly went to a bar-
gain sale at which they had a lot of last sum-
mer socks at 50 cents a pair. He spent the
money on these things, and he went out of
his way to get the most outrageous combima-
tions of color and the most bizarre effects
that were in the place. He succeeded won-
derfully. He had socks which made the
asphalt sidewalks curl as they do under ex-
treme heat. His extremities fairly shrieked.

en he spent the day in the corndor of the
hotel sitting in a conspicuous place showing
off the socks. He would wear a pair for
about 20 minutes, go to his room, change,
and, coming down, show off another design
for about the same time. He did this for al-
most ten hours, and paturally attracted
quite a good deal of attention. That was
what he wanted, but he could not break into
the newspapers. The clerk when he was
paying his bill said:

“Yoa ought to patent that invention.”

“What’s that?” asked the sock man with
an anticipatory smile, as he expected some-
thing eomplimentary about his scheme.

“Don’t you do that for cold feet *’—Pitts
burgh Daily News.

Was All Face.
The governor general of Canada. while
enjoying a drive in the keen, frosty air, met
an Indian who was very tiy elad. From

mere curiosity he stopped the sleigh when
Indian and asked him how it
withstand the cold under so

light a covering. The Indian, without a
moment’s hesitation, answered by asking:

“How yvour face not cold*”’

The governor general explained in his
simplest English how it was that, the skin
of his face having been e to the
weather always, it naturally had hardened.
The Indian waited till the white man was
in utterly expression-

through, then, with

¥

less counteance, he said:
“Me all face,” and went his way.—Cinein-
nati Enquirer.
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